THE PRESENT 


POEMS 


STEVEN FRATTALI 


THE BANYAN PRESS 


of 


TAIPEI 


2011 


THE PRESENT © Copyright 2011 by Steven Frattali. 


"Afterword: Encounters with the Author in Taipei and 
Environs" @ Copyright 2011 by THE LUMINIST 
GROUP. 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or 
reproduced in any manner without written permission 
except in the case of brief quotations within critical articles 
or reviews. For information please address The Banyan 
Press of Taipei, 101 Song Ling Rd., Hsinchu, Taiwan, ROC 
300. 

Email: thebanyanpress@gmail.com 


THE PRESENT 


A low wall there 
made of stones 

the men have gathered 
unnoticed a long time 


Socrates speaking, 

the Terror screaming 
Guns of the Marne 
Burning oil of Midway 


These voices call us 
address us again 
and yet once again 
silent and strong 


Sounds of the rain 

and the night outside 
create a halo around 
the lamplight’s brow 


Who is the victor 

and who the vanquished 
in this one moment 

here and now? 


Applause perhaps 

or a strange hissing 
rumor denunciation 

in the low sound of rain 


Taut threads 
of the single 
word 

the hair line 


I am here 

Iam not you 
see me perhaps 
and yet not 


Thought connection 
offered and broken 
suffered 

beneath a glance 


Stream and counter- 
streams through 

night’s stars themselves 
flowing so rapidly 


Time currents surge 
forward backward 
both at once and 
horizons close 


Now meet the stranger 
in the corner of 

the public square 
stepping from the crowd 


He came into 

the empty square 
from the four routes 
of the night 


Someone was waiting 

they stepped from 

their doubled shadow 
dripped from the street’s leaf 


Slid down the tem 

of an alleyway -- was 

it a woman, was it a man 
running toward the day? 


Leaf heart meaning 
fallen from the 

infinite branch of words 
into my eye’s palm 


I step through the door 
words indicate 

but cannot open 
branch waves surging 


Branches of surf 

and the froth — weightless — 
of a bird’s nest 

like a crown held up 


The cattails’ lances 

in the staggering red sun 
are rifles set in rows 

are soldiers massing 


Whispers on 

the road side as 
purple clouds are 
steeped further 


Shadow legs 
blinking toward you 
like scissors flashing 
like knives 


A hand is raised 

in the morning lane 
holding a coin 

that holds a face 


A face is raised 

in the morning sky 
holding an eye 
that holds a sun 


A sun is raised 

in the morning night 
holding a light 

that holds a hand 


Your problems 
can be solved 
by watching, 
listening 


Those ill 

can be helped 
by application 
of thought 


The world 
is changed 
by thought, 
by concepts 


You who come after 
me out of the 

coat pockets of time 
the sun-gated streets 


You who come after 
my steps in the 
moon-fountained 
shadow-leaf parks 


Holding your silver rings 
inside closed mouths 

full of 

futures and pasts 


Decision within each 
syllable of breath 
text of the history 
drips and burns 


Wick of a glance 

is touched to the pool 
of oil, a million 

olive branches char 


So darkened veins 
lead to the heart 

of the silent worlds 
traced in a hand’s page 


World arteries 
harden the heart 
straining tightening 
in blinded pain 


This gasp in the mouth 
of historical time 
billions of blood cells 
standing still 


Sunset ice water 
puddle of darkness 
and a forehead 

on wet asphalt 


If I speak to you 
who then 

can know you 
does anyone? 


If you speak to me 
who then 

can know me 

do you? 


If another is 
here with us 
who then what 
then are we? 


Do not look for me 

in the hail storm 

in the cornflower blue 
the bronze sunrise 


I am silent by 

the cellar window 
turned to the ground 
and in hiding 


There are camps 

of us here there 

flashing shrapnel-like 
signals through the dawn 


Hail storm of earth 
above the hawthorn 
streetlight, ink-colored 
smoke of clouds 


Sunset menstruation 
between the buildings’ 
legs open cleft 

of history's spasms 


Earth screaming 

in orgasm of 

terror, violence, 
thought’s blood stains 


Aluminum pole light 
pulse of night car lot, 
heart squeeze shout 
dog pack gathering 


Shadow legs rule 
granuled paper of 
goose bumped asphalt 
beneath rat lab shine 


Glans penis past 

zipper vagina 

fountains bright urine 
on an unconscious head 


World swarming of 
roaches through 

the cracks of history 
in the darkness of time 


World confusion of 

voices shouting whispering 
keeping silent in 

secret knowledge 


Conspiracy ringing loud 
in these falling coins 
this dense traffic 

these blood red lights 


Air filled with 

gun powder smoke 
and the rain follows 
plumb lines down 


The woods opposite 
are thinking of us 
holding those to kill us 
bleed from it in streams 


The sponge of the future 
is held in the present’s 
grip so heavy and 

so full of blood 


Faces are framed in 
the television screen 
the computer screen 
grave and luminous 


Mouths move speaking 
meaningless chopped 
words some still 
bleeding all dead 


Eyes looking out 
from the light quite 
inviolable, watching 
from that distance 


Limited grace blown 
through the light 
with leaves around 
the window’s frame 


I am waiting 
for the time 

to clear the day 
inside my mind 


Light is a bolt 

set in the corridor’s 
lock the day stuck fast 
cannot move it 


Light spurts into 
the earth’s mouth 
horizon is drawing 
up the sun 


Rush of the morning 
air through the 

dark grass and hair 
stands on end 


Hurry hurry 

yes bright veins 

are saying quickly 
through pouring sands 


Took the day 

off from school 
cut class a six pack 
down to the river 


Shared a joint 

with some 

rock weeds hot sun 
tingled on shoulder 


How quickly 

my one life flowed 
out from that moment 
how quickly 


Rustling of corn leaves 
silk from the waterfall 

of bright grass through 
the sun’s pupil 


Green kiwi slices 
loom up in 

the darkness of the 
sun memories 


The field flows 
with water the sky 
streams with grass 
it burns the last hay 


Trauma of light 
in the middle 

darkness I open 
my hands to see 


Give me the dust 
from the floors 

of heaven I am 
waiting for all of it 


Give me the day 
though I exist in 

the night crawling 
through numerous stars 


Eyes come toward me 
in the night help 

me pull them 

away with lights 


Bring noise and 
voices bring 

music perhaps even 

I don’t care something 


How I love the 

hands the voices 

that help me the 

faces that see me smile 


Even though I am 
strange though I 
am so isolated 
and small 


Shrunken things are 
always peculiar 

it is just the way 
they are 


Oh I wish I could 
be more solid 

be more normal and 
more myself 


The day surges 
inside the walls 
light is trapped 
struggling in the blinds 


Over and over 

the time goes by 
filling up the 
quite silent cistern 


Crowds of shouting 
voices with hands 
that flash and jeer 

all down the corridor 


My time does not 
live it merely sits 
I sit here 

in its puddle 


Melted wax hours 
gray and glaucous 
pooled into false 
marble gestures 


Vibrant boredom 

of quarrels insane 

loud arguments 

echoing through the halls 


Burning blue sky 
I would like to 
step into it 
walking far away 


Go away away 

into the bright 

blue day somewhere 
sometime somewhere 


Dust on the blinds 

glitters to the day 

above the trees 

the clouds flow through and on 


Three hundred cities 
burning in France 
France is France again 
three hundred cities 


Flames cut through 
the reams of paper 
flames cut through 
the civic files 


Flames cut through 

the anonymous programs 
the official forms 

the dead officials 


This is London 

the BBC the voice 
of England voices 
gathering beneath 


Beneath the resonant 
official pronouncements 
many persons unknown 
unseen but speaking 


Beneath the resonant 
and official voices 
are unknown people 
not for long unknown 


Those met on the street 
who knows the thing 

that is the important thing 
the mark set for all 


Rumors in gray light 
from picture screens 

speaking from radios 
glowing on terminals 


Who knows the thing 
that is happening 

the real not the illusion 
yet affecting all 


Events build forward 

a disease without symptoms 
silence is epidemic 
unknown unspoken screams 


Hear it in the shopping mall 
hear it in the parking garage 
the supermarket’s clang 

the waiting room’s pages 


Who knows the thing 

that is building forward 

the people crouch like rabbits 
yet there are some who know 


Delusional Americans 
with your 

nasal voices 

and bad food 


You have made 

a special virtue of 
trivializing yourselves, 
and now what 


Those who so 
lack self-respect 
cannot respect 
anyone, anything 


The light of clear 
reason and I 
place the word 
almost by itself 


The clear voice 

of reason unheard 

most often and 

yet still somehow heard 


Sometimes remembered 
amid the noise 

of news articles 

and celebrity gossip 


Delusional Americans 
you run to vote 

or at least walk 

but to where? 


Your directors 
somehow 

imagine the 
ultimate board game 


And it is indeed 

a game you 
understand only 
your mindless games 


Delusional Americans 
your country is 

a pile of shit 

a vast pig sty 


The stench of 

its moral 
degradation reaches 
to the clouds 


Blighted land 

the corrosion 

of sheer ignorance 
eats your aluminum 


Delusional Americans 
your promiscuous 

girls their nasal voices 
everything’s a question? 


Your obese ignorant 
children your 
fascist ministers 

and rapacious MDs 


I would not 

wipe my ass 

with government bonds 
they are shit 


Delusional Americans 
you want to 

destroy the countries 
to the south 


You want to destroy 
the countries 

to the west 

and to the east 


Your bankers 
spit in your face 
you lick it up 
you swallow it 


Delusional Americans 
scum and rabble 
sweepings from 

the streets of Europe 


Your supposed equality 
is fictitious it is 

really quite a joke 

the classless society 


Your petit-bourgeois 
fantasies of god 
country and so forth 
have come to this 


Obamma says 

to the gulf coast -- 
eat shit and die 
red state scum 


Enjoy your 
benzene 
courtesy of 
Cheney 


The ship has 
struck the ice berg 
but the passengers 
are still dancing 


Blighted land 

your empty heroes 
your mindless writers 
ignorant teachers 


The scum and rabble 
of your board rooms 
your penthouse 

riff raff 


Your dead beat generals 
military contractors 
your drug pushing 
circumcising doctors 


The clamor of 
non-being I 

hear in the 
crowd’s laughter 


The roar of 
summer flies 
burning inside 
the webbed pane 


And the deluded 
talk and whisper, 
they worry and 
count their pennies 


The false teaching 

of the corrupt 

and bogus teacher 

criminal university 


Delusional blather 
of commentators 
public masturbation 
of demagogues 


The confused frightened 
ignorant populace 
worrying, talking 

to distract themselves 


The circumcised boy 
screams the delivery room 
his bowels evacuate 

he’s strapped spread eagle 


The homeless man 

lies under cardboard 
beside the steel dumpster 
locked shut against misuse 


The cop car’s probe 
splits the vaginal 
alleyway right through 
searching its tense walls 


American solitaire 
adrift on the raft 
of a city through 
confusing night 


Cold streams of terror 
paranoid bright neon 
violent elated moods 
cooled out in a cell 


O grim companions 

where are you going 

as one put drunk into the mail boat 
where will you wake up? 


Each word is felt 
in the vibrations 
of its web so 
quick and tense 


The scripture pared down 
one notch at a time 
gradient comprehension 
and so it is mine 


I offer it to the others 
where they may find it 
I hope they may find it 
at some point in time 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place at one time for dissident 
intellectuals in the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had various occasions to discuss aspects of his 
past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any language 
which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of 
no interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the 
sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 


purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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